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Millions have waited and asked for 
Fruir Drops witl A HOLE 
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A NEW TASTE SENSATION / 
A NEW FORMULA / 
A NEW WEATHERPROOF WRAP / 


HE st amazing improvement in fruit 
drop# ever presented to the American pub- 
lic is...the FRUIT DROP WITH THE HOLE! 


A pew taste sensation! It is the exclusive 
LIFE SAVER HOLE that brings out a new, tan- 
taliz/ng fruit-flavor taste-thrill. Why? Because 
th¢ hole gives a greater tongue surface than a 
rgund flat drop, and releases the marvelous fruit 

avor more quickly. 


A new formula! \t will keep the Fruit Drop 
with the hole ever-fresh, full-flavored and hard. 
So remarkably refined is the new drop, so per- 
fected, you will say, ‘‘It tastes like the fruit itself!”’ 


A new weatherproof wrap! Protecting this 
new ultra-modern delicacy is an inner paraffined 
paper wrap...covered with aluminum foil, both 
tightly twisted together...then heat-sealed on 
the ends. This weatherproof wrap brings the Fruit 
Drop with the Hole to you sparklingly fresh! 


“Check up” today on this new taste sensation! 
A single 5c package will instantly convince you 
that never before have you tasted a fruit drop 
so good, so satisfying, so delicious! 


WE CHALLENGE COMPARISON 


Be sure to ask for and insist upon getting 


URE SENERS 


THE FRUIT DROP WITH THE HOLE 
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Nelachrino 


NOT TOLD APART 
BY ITS NAME— 











BUT SET APART — 
—BY ITS TOBACCO 





About the only way that you can tell one ordinary domestic 
cigarette from another is by its name. They all have pretty much 


the same mixtures of domestic tobaccos. In the dark, you can’t dis- 





tinguish one from another. 


But there’s never any question about a Melachrino. Here the 
difference is in the tobacco. Here the taste tells the story. For 
Melachrinos are pure Turkish. Every leaf comes across the sea to 
you — and brings with it an ocean of difference in fragrance and 
flavor. Between the Melachrino and any of the “mass” cigarettes, 


there’s a distinction that the experienced smoker instantly appreciates. 





And not only different—but better. Else how could Melachrino, 
50 years old, hold its patrons through a half-century of fine cigarette 
leadership? Only because pure Turkish tobacco gives a lasting en- 
joyment, an endless satisfaction. Once you have smoked a Melachrino, 
a Melachrino is the only cigarette that you will ever like. 


So next time you change the name of your cigarette, why not 


: 
? 
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change the tobacco, too? You've never known the ultimate in ciga- 





rette enjoyment until you've tasted the STRAW TIPS 
CORK TIPS 


Turkish leaf that Melachrino brings PLAIN ENDS 
you. Different — better — finer —a ciga- 
rette that a smoker like you will like. / by é 


THE ONE CIGARETTE SOLD THE WORLD OVER 


ACHRKRINO 
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APROPOS 
EVOLUTION 


To have evolved a Lindbergh from a Cro- 
Magnon man is nothing compared to 
evolving, in about a decade, the modern 
Cunard stateroom from the steamship 
“cabins” of the turn of the century...'Ou 
sont les neiges d’ antan?’ Where are the 
iron-bunks, the Cyclopean portholes, the 
to-be-tipped washbowls—of yesterday? 
Staterooms in the big Cunarders today are 
big, spacious, expansive —luxury in living 
quarters raised to the highest contem- 
porary point. 

Rooms with wide beds, curtained windows, 
tiled baths — that forget the sea... There's 
a new group of sixty-odd staterooms on 
the center of B-deck in the ” Aquitania,” 
that, unassisted, would justify the "noble 
experiment” of civilization. Very civilized 
rooms—as the Aquitania is a very civilized 
ship...Rooms that reflect the easy-going 
brilliance, the casual poise, that are "so 


Cunard.” 

If you have not traveled in these state- 
rooms on B-deck, you have not made the 
most of great-great-great-(vamp till 
ready!) grandfather's descent from the 
plane-tree. You should see them next time 
the Aquitania’s in port. 

TO FRANCE AND ENGLAND 
BERENGARIA Nov. 20 - Dec. 14+ Jan. 4 


MAURETANIA Nov. 27 . Dec. 27 « Feb. 12 
AQUITANIA Jan. 18 . Feb. 8 - Mar. 1 


CUNARD LINE 


QQ 


See Your Local Agent 





CUNARD . . THE SHORTEST BRIDGE TO EUROPE 
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Ts? great god Brown, Carl 
Van Vechten, has whisked 
another = ace of spades out 
of his litry sleeve in the person 
of Taylor 
spirituals and number one cullid 
boy in the house of luck. In 
“Born To Be,” his autobiography, 
Gordon decks himself out as a 


Gordon, singer of 


golden meteor whizzing madly 
from lowly page boy in the Mon 
tana sporting houses to conversa- 
tional straight man to Lady Ox 
ford. All in all it’s an astonish 
ing narrative of an astonishing 
life. But when you catch Massa 
Gordon stiff-shirted and describ 
ing oily bows in the direction of 
his albino angels, turn to a Co 
varrubias illustration. They're the 
cream in the coffee. 


“Singermann” by Myron Brinig 
might have been penned on the 
fivleaf of a Jewish family bible, 
so homely, warm and biological is 
its flow. A family history of the 
great open spaces where Jews 
waver on the brink of Christian 
Science and the orthodox syna 
gogue is threatened on Saturdays 
by the influx of goyem miners 
greedy to patronize the clothing 
business, we liked its bitter- 
sweetness ever so much more than 
the suspicious bitterness of Lud 
“Island Within,” 


also about the chosen in America. 


wig Lewisohn’s 


“You Can Escape” is offered 
as this week's claustrophobia 
It comprises the stories 
of nineteen jailbreaks and was 
written by Edward Smith, long 
a studious but non-paying guest 
Mr. Smith’s 
angle on criminals, his philosophy 
and the intrinsic excitement of 
each of these glorious tries for 
freedom, make the book the best 
reading of the stripe we've done 
in many a sentence. 


special. 


of the government. 


In a foreword to the A-number- 
swell “Gluyas Williams Book,” 
Robert Benchley accuses Wil- 
liams of aborting his career as a 
brilliant artist back in their col- 
lege days. However, it looks to 
these old eves as if everything 
has worked out just fine. 


In Kin Hubbard's ““Abe Mar- 
tin’s Town Pump,” Syndicate Abe 
moves quietly around the old 
scenes, wearing the 
same old homespuns, and_ still 


homespun 


making the same old funny home- 
spun remarks. Ho-hum! 
—Trep SHANE 


to 
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Exclusive News Photo of Hattie Tippet 
(Circle indicates Miss Tippet) 


““He Fell for It!°’ 
—says Miss Hattie Tippet 


Noted Interior Decorator 
Presents the Old Man 
with an Automatch 


“I am known from coast to coast and 
from side to side as one of our foremost 
interior decorators. Papa isa paperhanger. 
too. The other day papa, who is not 
very smart, fell off his ladder reaching for 
my Automatch. I bought one for him 
today and took it to the hospital. You 
should have seen him light up!” 

We sincerely regret your father’s acci- 
dent, Miss Tippet, but console yourself 
with the knowledge that thousands of 
people are falling for Automatch because 
it is entirely different from any other 
lighter . . . Utterly devoid of outside 
gadgets, it has an asbestos wick that never 
wears out, an automatic flint-replacement 
signal, Energine is the only fuel needed, 
and it lights every time. 

Smart, trim, covered with genuine 
leathers and reptile skins, Automatch 
sells for $5.00 in leading department 
stores, jewelry stores, drug stores and 
specialty shops. Automatch Corporation, 
267 Fifth Avenue, New York. 


AUTOMATCH 


Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 


The NEW and DIFFERENT Lighter 
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Jack SHUTTLEWorTH, Editor Jack CLuett, Associate Editor 
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Things I Never Knew Till Now | 






















































/ After the Manner of Walter Winchell | 
That a fellow named Klotz was arrested for chasing That the movie, The Great Gabbo, was originally | 
a naughty word around the Times electric bulletin The Great Gabbi, but the “i’’ was changed to an “2 
board. so Larry Fay could look out of his window, the ‘i’’ 
t in the sign having blocked his view completely. 
That Joe Le Blang’s calling cards are printed by the 
Globe Theatre Ticket Co., and, besides his name and That the word ‘‘nerts” can not be sent via Western 
address, include the phrase: “Good only Tuesday Union. 
. Evening.” 
That the cigarette-making machinery in the Lucky 
| That Mr. Nedick personally squeezes each orange Strike show room on Times Square used to be the old 
t that goes into his drinks. Hoffmann House bar. 
: That Times Square was bought from the Indians for That the first revolving door in America is now a | j 
. three seats to Strictly Dishonorable. headliner in the Radio-Keith-Orpheum Circuit. What 
a difference a few years make. 
That a plainclothesman is concealed in every turn 
u stile in the Interborough Subway and bites on each That you can avoid skidding on the 59th Street Bridge 
nickel that’s dropped in, to see if it’s genuine. by going through the Holland Tube in second gear. 
. 
if That Childs Restaurants save $7,000 a year by not That Helen Kane has been hired by the Klaxon Com 
yf using an apostrophe. pany to invent a horn that goes phfffoop. 
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“Taxi, mister?” 
New Yorkxer—Hell, no—I’m in a hurry! C 
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The man who paints the green lines, to follow in the subway, lets his paint-pot drop. 


Nautical 


When a taxi just floats around 
and its driver is looking for 
some body to pick up, it’s a 
cruiser. At other times taxis 
seem more like dreadnaughts or 
destroyers. 

—R. C. O'Brien 

In defense of Grover Whalen, 
it is only fair to say that welcom- 
ing and protecting Distinguished 
Guests is just as important as 
finding out who killed the others. 






The Subway Song 


Can’t help shovin’ that man! 


“A sentence with the word ‘cig- 
arette.’ ”’ 

“Cigarette life if you don’t 
weaken.” 
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Helping Hands 


When the permanent hasn’t 
quite waved. 


“Well, why did you go to 
Louis Philippe when you might 
have gone to Philippe Louis? You 
could do a better job yourself 
with a hot shoe-horn and a yard 
of hay-wire!” 


“Of course, they sometimes 
look better after a week or two. 
But I don’t know about this one, 
my dear. I—don’t—know.” 


“Oh, don’t cry about it now. 
Why, you can keep your hat on 
practically everywhere today, and 
nobody will see.” 


“Tell you what you might do: 
get it cut off real short, kind of 
shingly-looking, and then oil it 
what? No, I’m not trying to be 
a comedian. Of course, if you 
can’t be good-natured about it. 


” 


“Well, some hair simply won't 
take a permanent. Emile ad- 
mitted that to me himself once. 
And I said, ‘Well, why do you 
take money from girls when the 
wave is no good?’ But he just 
laughed—he’s a card, he is!” 

—STANLEY JONES 
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Broadway Meets Broadway 
“Ya been away?” 
“Yeah.” 

“Oh, yeah?” 
“Ten. 

“Theme songs?” 
“Tear. 

“Well, y’can relax now.” 
“Yeah.” 

“Well?” 

“You been around?” 
“Yeah.” 

“With the Babe?” 
“Yeah.” 

“Oh, yeah?” 
“Yeah.” 

“Marry the Babe?” 
“Yeah.” 

“Aw, nuts!” 
“Yeah!” 

Hussanp—Good Lord, does Walter Winchell know about this? oan aiieeiall 





—Davio S. Leuman 


If It’s That Kind of 
Prescription 
Some drug stores are special- 
izing so in serving luncheons that 





you can’t get a prescription filled. T 
But then there are lots of res- z 








taurants in which you can get a 
prescription filled, and, what’s 
more, you don’t even need the 






prescription. 






PUBLISHERS 


About the only new thing the 
report on college football seems 
to show is that some of these 
good plavers ought to hold out 


No = . 
ey f WZ , 
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for more money. 


Anybody who thinks the ele- 
ment of time isn’t extremely im- 
portant in the lives of people 
never tied up traffic for twenty or 
thirty seconds. 


Again 


A New York tabloid is giving 
prizes to those holding lucky tele- 





phone numbers. We called up 
and asked if we'd won and they 
said: “Nope; wrong number.” 


Everybody Loses Them Down 
There 

And just think of the business 

a fellow could do if he opened a 

haberdashery in Wall Street. 

Think of the shirts he could sell. 


R. C. O'Brtex Sone-Wrirer—Say! Cut out that noise, willya? 
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Mother of a Roxy usher waking him up. 


The Revue 


Mr. Bimberg sat behind his 
mahogany desk chewing on a 
cigar. He rested his chin gently 
on his stomach and said, ‘Boys, 
I'm planning on producing a re- 
vue and I called you in because 
you boys know your stuff. I ain't 
in the picture at all. I’m gonna 
give you free rein. Do whatever 
you want and I'll produce it.” 

“Well, we've always wanted to 
do something real satirical,” said 
one of the boys. 

“It’s all right to be satirical,” 
said Mr. Bimberg. “There ain't 
nobody likes things satirical more 
than me, but you’ve got to make 
fun of things, too.” 

“Exactly,” said another of the 
boys. “We've just been waiting 
for a chance to kid the pants off 
everything.” 

“Well, you can’t kid _ too 
much,” agreed Mr. Bimberg, “but 
you got to have a coupla pretty 
love songs too.” 

“We had an idea for kidding a 
love song, Mr. Bimberg.” 

“That’s fine. Kid the love 
song,” said Mr. Bimberg. “But 
don’t let nobody see that you're 
kidding it, see? Then you're kid- 
ding the love song and you're 
kidding the public.” 

“But we thought we'd like to 
kid the public another way ™ 

“You don't want to kid the 
public,” said Mr. Bimberg, ‘or 








they won't come to see the show.” 
“And we'd like to burlesque the 

other revues,”’ said another. 
“Naw, burlesque is dead,” said 


Mr. Bimberg. 


fn 


\j Bo 








“And about the sketches, Mr. 
Bimberg,” said one of the boys. 
“We thought it would be a 
novelty if we kept them clean and 
funny, instead of dirty, only.” 

“Now you got the idea,” said 
Mr. Bimberg. “I don’t produce 
dirty shows. Have the sketches 
real funny, but have them end so 

well—so a fellow can think one 
thing or another, you know?” 

“But we didn’t want the 
sketches risqué, Mr. Bimberg. 
Then our show'll be just like all 
the others.” 

“Well,” said Mr. Bimberg. 
“ain't that what we want? Don’t 
we want people to come to our 
show like they come to others?” 

“Yes, but Mr. Bimberg, you 
said———”” began another. 

“I know what I said,” inter- 
rupted Mr. Bimberg. “But wait; 
I just got a swell idea for one 
sketch. It’slikethis. Awomansays 
good-bye to her husband; then 
her lover comes in; then her hus 
band comes back and her lover 
hides in the closet, and then- 

—CaRROLL CARROLL 
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4 with APOLOGIES 


The editors of The New Yorker out capturing a bit of whimsy. 
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Winchelliana 


Being a few of the credos from Walter Winchell’s 
“On Broadway” column in the N. Y. Mirror 


geen ay—where they shake 
your hands one minute—and 


shake their heads the next. 


pen honest 
ean be 


of Venus. 


Sroadwavfarers 


counted on the hands 


ion only thing on the square— 


is the Times Building. 


broken heart 
light on Broadway 
are more broken prom- 


— may be a 
for every 
but there 


ISe’sS, 


pe ople 


Ge a good girl—but 
b are ing 


beginning to talk. 
eee ay—where they'd rather 
be hissed at than yawned at! 


fire height of being friendless 
is to be broke or Broadway 
and look it. 


’p rather be a fallen arch on the 
Main Stem than a high instep 


on Fifth Avenue. 


| ene ay—where the phonies 
pat a guy on the back to find 


a soft spot to plunge a knife. 





a? doesn’t travel as fast on 
4 Broadway asa bad notice. 


a fo rpAy’s favorites, so far as 


Broadway cares a whoopee, 


are tomorrow’s also-rans. 


gene sy— The Doubiecross- 
) rouds of the World! 


teers sy—The Way of All 
Flash! 


— ay—where they come 
not to praise, but to berry you. 
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“That’s the Broadway Melody.” 
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‘Shay, offisher, wot town is zish?” 
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The Salesman’s Revenge 
Big Business Man who made me 
stew 
Five hours in your ante-room, 
Ere you refused an interview 
And plunged my _ salesman’s 
soul in gloom, 


I hope some day when you for- 
sake 
This vale of unrestricted cares 
And singing angels gently take 
You up St. Peter’s golden 


stairs, 
That you will drain your bitter 
cup, 
And find, despite your flow of 
tears, 


The Saint in conference tied up 
And have to wait a million 
years! 





—A. L. L. 


“Aw—t’hell with them!” 
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Two Song-W riters Meet 


“Hello, old pal who stole my 
gal and left me broken-hearted. 
She went away that day in May 
and then my sorrow started. But 
I'll forgive and on I'll live in 
sadness and in sorrow, as with a 
sigh and tear-dimmed eye I face 





-_-— 
—— 


each sad tomorrow.” 


ied 
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“I love her, Joe—more than 
you know—and hope that you 
won't blame her. For love ap- 
pe ared and Cupid cheered the day 
I came to claim her.” 

“TI thought my wife she’d be 
for life. You robbed me of my 
gladness. The whippoorwill for 
me don’t trill and everything is 


ACA ED EA 
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NA 


sadness. You did me dirt, and 
boy it hurt, you robbed me of my 
honey !” \ 


“She's happy, boy. She’s filled > 

. . af ~ * - 
with joy. By forest glades she’s 
tripping, there by the spring 
where thrushes sing and water- 
falls are dripping. She’s squared 





her sin and you should grin, 
though once it seemed distress- 


ME. +: 

“Farewell, then friend. To 
her I send my _ broken-hearted 
blessing.” { 


“Old pal, you're square, so 
put’er there—once more the sun 
is shining. Good-bye, good luck 

don’t lose your pluck—look 
for the Silver Lining!” Opera Sincer—Damn! I'll have to leave this pent-house; 

Artuur L. LippMann. I can’t do anything but yodel here! 
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| | [| 4 AL FRESCO | ae 
\ | a VS | 
CE Li KID GLOVES 


WE WISH TO EAT AL FRESCO! THUNDERED THE IMPULSIVE TWAIN 
Drop up and take bouillon with us, Fritzi, but come early and avoid the rusk. 


, 


“Ah jes’ dropped in to see how m’ frien’ Bones is gettin’ on,” announced a shine in a 
dispensary. “‘He’s getting along fine,” said the nurse. “He’s convalescing now.” 
“Well, Ah’ll jes’ sit down an’ wait till he’s through!” bubbled the blackamoor. Run 


down to the gaucherie store and get me some vulgarities, Mitzi. 
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A-m-I-z-g-gKj-z 


Not the top line on an eyesight 
chart. Just something awfully 
cute the baby said yesterday. 








“Have you read any good 
books lately?” 

“No, I haven’t had time for 
it—vyou see [’m a book reviewer.”’ 


We're happy to see this vogue 
among authors of writing two 
volume novels. Eventually _ it 
may lead to the building of larger | 
apartments. 





“Just put it on my Bill,” sobbed 
the young widow as she left a 
floral offering at the crematory. 


Then there was the boy scout 
who was going to set the world on 
fire, using only two matches. 





“And here’s mud in your eye.” 
said the boisterous beauty spe 
cialist as he slapped on the clay 


pack. 
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“Ingénue Wanted” 
By S. J. Perelman 


ly a dingy theatrical rooming-house in the “Roar- 
ing Forties,” scarce half a block from that daz- 
zling Street of Sham men call Broadway, where 
many a painted face conceals an aching heart and 
today’s favorite is flotsam, a_ little 
golden-haired girl sobbed softly in her gas-lit room. 
Three weeks before, friendless but with a high hope 
in her heart, Piroshka DuBarry had set out in her 
brave tam-o’-shanter to conquer cynical Broadway. 
Her weary round of the booking-offices had met 
with no success. The managers were too busy to 
even make indecent proposals to the inexperienced 
waif; and now, gnawing hunger in her stomach and 
a rent bill of $200 owing to the kind-hearted if 
bluff Mrs. O'Toole, the 
future loomed black. She 
was startled by a soft 
tap on the door. She 
opened it hesitantly. 
“Pardon me, miss,” 
said a tall young man 
blushing appealingly, “I 
am Ted your 
next-door neighbor, and 
I thought you might be 
in distress when I heard 


tomorrow's 


Fleming, 


your sobs. Can I do 
anything?” 

He seemed so boyish 
and genuine that Pi- 
roshka could not reprove 
him for his boldness, and 
she quickly poured out 
her story. Ten minutes 
later, over sliced 
manna sandwiches which 
tasted just like manna to 
Piroshka, Ted told her 
about himself. He had 
written a play and was 
attempting to sell it, but 
without luck. He eager- 
ly described its plot to 
Piroshka. It was about 
a woman who had been 
married but was now 
single. As he finished, 
Piroshka’s eyes glowed. 

“Oh, Ted, I just 
know you'll make good!” 
she breathed. “I wish I 
had a chance to play the 
‘leading role’ in it!” 

“It would indeed be 
a good ‘vehicle’ for you,” 
assented Ted, who could 
not keep his clear blue 
eyes from Piroshka’s 
pretty hazelones. “‘Never 


some 





“You wouldn’t care to meet Marvin.” 


fear, Piroshka, our ship will come in, and when it 
does—” He broke off meaningly, and as he gave 
her hand a slight pressure Piroshka rewarded him 
with a smile which repaid him for everything, even 
the sandwiches. Their téte-a-téte was interrupted 
by a hearty voice. Looking up, they recognized 
Freddie Cantor, a jovial vaudeville actor at present 
“down on his luck.” Freddie was a real New 
Yorker, untutored, but with a heart of gold. 

“Hot dog, it’s swell findin’ youse here,” he said 
genially. “I just dropped in to have a bite and to 
escape dose ‘phonies’ at de rooming-house. Have 
youse guys got any stamps?” 

To Piroshka’s surprised query, Ted explained 


that “stamps” meant 


money in the current 
Broadway slang and 
added that they were 


practically destitute. 

“Don’t let dat worry 
you,” encouraged Freddie 
when Ted had told him 
about their troubles. “I 
know Barney Brumberg, 
the producer, and I'll 
take your play in to 
him.” Overcome’ with 
gratitude, Ted hurried 
away to get the play 
while Freddie promised 
Piroshka that he would 
recommend her for the 
leading part in the 
drama. 

“Me and Barney is 
pals,” he added. “Dey 
ain’t nothin’ he wouldn't 
do for me.” The trio 
parted with the vaude- 
ville actor’s promise to 
let them know Brum- 
berg’s decision the next 
day. 


True to his word, 
Freddie was in Ted's 
room on time. Elatedly 


he described Brumberg’s 
praise of the play and his 
desire to interview Pi- 
roshka. The overjoyed 
girl hurried at once to 
her own humble room and 
busily ironed and mended 
her pathetic tailored suit 
and patched 
the big event. 

She was 
the famous 
(Continued on page 32) 
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shown into 
producer's 
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pig went to market!” 


“This little 












































“These Consumers” 


REEDY Joe Grundy was admirably candid when 
t. he was up before the Senate Lobby Commit 

tee. He yearns for a high tariff, backs his 
yearn with lots of his own money, gets a pretty good 
break and is proud of it. Senator Walsh asked him, 
“Has it ever entered your head to take into consid 
eration the interests. of the consumer?” 

“These consumers,” replied Mr. Grundy, “are all 
members of parties, and the majority voted for the 
party advocating increases.” 

Note the disdain and detachment implied in the 
phrase “these consumers.” A Grundy is one order of 
being and these consumers are another. 

The reply is striking also as a reminder of the 
amazing versatility of the voters at the last election. 
They produced a majority for prohibition, a ma 
jority for farm relief, a majority against the Pope, 
a majority against the sidewalks of New York, a 
majority against the pronunciation “raddio.” With 
one and the same ballot they did all this and also, 
voting as consumers, they plumped for a high tariff 
on the goods they consume ! 

So profoundly have these consumers impressed the 
Senate that it has added a whole amendment to the 
tariff bill about them. It proposes to create thi 
office of ““Consumers’ Counsel of the Tariff Com 
mission.” Somebody, presumably a mighty economist 
but certainly a man drawing a salary of $10,000, 
is to appear before the commission “in the interest of 
the consuming public.” He is also to be a represen 
tative of Congress. There’s a fine straddling job for 
you. We don’t envy anybody who has to represent 
both the consumers and Congressmen who act as 
representatives of the manufacturers. 


Most of the Senators voted for the amendment 
“wholly cynically,” as Senator Reed confessed he 
did. “I am not willing,” he said, “to be pictured 
as an opponent of the interests of the consumers of 
America.” He doesn’t think it will be of any use 
at all, and no doubt he is right. There is something 
extraordinarily funny in the idea that in this demo- 
cratic government of ours there has to be anybody 
specifically designated as the protector of “these con- 
sumers.”” The very fact that such a proposal can 
be seriously entertained is evidence of the viciousness 
of the tariff, the perversion of the Tariff Commission, 
the growing resentment of the consumer and the un- 
easy conscience of Congress. 
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How Many Laws Did You Break Today ? 


[’ you were so foolish as to bet on the recent election 

in New York, and if you voted there, you broke 
the law. The constitution of the State denies the 
right to vote to any person who has a financial interest 
in the result of the election. 

Never heard of that law? You don’t know the 
half of it. A Johns Hopkins survey recently dis- 
closed that there are at the present time about twelve 
hundred investigations being made into’ various 
branches of law. ‘The American Law Institute is 
working on a restatement of the criminal law which 
it hopes to finish by 1940. And even the lawyers 
can't keep up with the new developments. As 
Charles E. Hughes says, “Our chief industry is not 
in making automobiles but in making laws. We show 
an extraordinary capacity for self-torture in the 
infliction of legislation.” 

And vet there are people still obsessed by the 
notion that the first essential of good citizenship is 
to obey all the laws. Anybody that tried it earnestly 
would have to spend so much time looking up laws 
that he wouldn’t get a chance to get outdoors and 
break any. 


No Idle Gesture 


sen seven months the Florida Republicans proposed 

one man after another for the job of United States 
Attorney in that State. 
the old guard calls the White House group—turned 
them all down. Finally W. P. Hughes was appointed, 
but “not at the request of any political organization 
whatever.” The State committee let out a_ yell. 
Hoover himself described it when he replied, “I note 
your demands that the organization shall dictate ap 
pointments in Florida irrespective of merit or my 
responsibility, and that you appeal to the opponents 
of the Administration to attack me.” He flatly told 
them that “the success of the Republican party rests 
upon good government, not on patronage, and Florida 
will have good government so far as it is within my 
power to give it.” He reminded them of his state 
ment last March on the subject of patronage and con 
cluded, ““That statement was no idle gesture.” 

Once in a while we get a set of facts that no self 
respecting editorial page can ignore, but which need 
no editorial comment. This is one of those. 

a ae 


Hoover's “boy scouts’’—as 
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eorGe Ketuy, like the clown who would play 
Hamlet, aspires to write Ibsen. 
gift for low humor that should be sufficient 
unto his pride, he somewhat ashamedly puts it behind 
him, wipes the flour from his face, takes off his card- 
board red nose and his pantaloon costume and, mak- 
ing himself up in Norwegian whiskers, hopes to trick 
us into the impression that he is a very profound, 
serious and even mordacious fellow. In “Maggie, the 
Magnificent” he once again thus pleasures himself, 
to the pain of all those who have admired his pro- 
ficient, natural-born buffoonery in the past. 

Last year in “Behold, the Bridegroom” and now 
in this “Maggie,” Kelly has turned snob toward the 
Kelly of “The Torch Bearers” and “The Show-Off,” 
with distressing result. Attempting vaingloriously 
to push into the higher circles of drama, he has de- 
serted the lowly but eminently estimable humors that 
have long stood him in such good stead and has 

sought to mingle familiarly with themes and ideas 
far above his station. And, in the attempt, his feet— 
accustomed to the rougher boards of the vaudeville 
| stage—have slipped on the highly polished floor and 
landed him humiliatingly upon his ear. 


Possessing a 
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B irteR-Sweet,” Noel Coward's  so-to-speak 

operetta, is very feeble stuff, both as regards 
music and book. The latter is merely a rehash of the 
“Romance” kind of thing, minus Sheldon’s one-time 








By 
GEORGE JEAN NATHAN 
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talent for effective theatrical sentiment, and the 
former, when it doesn’t lean upon certain composi- 
tions of the eminent deceased and of the Eysler 
Danube school, is for the most part the standardized 
tin-pannery of the revue stage. There is one good 
dramatic moment at the conclusion of the second act. 
an act staged with considerable dexterity, but fore 
and aft there is only pretence that doesn’t get any- 
where. 

Mr. Coward, as I have observed before, appeals 
most strongly to the sort of people who go in for 
night clubs, stir the bubbles out of their champagne. 
are set agog by any kind of fad and overpunctuate 
their conversations with the words “‘brilliant,”’ 
velous” and “clever.” 


“mar- 
That he has a certain clever- 
ness in quotation marks is surely not to be denied; 
that he has also a certain theatrical skill is to be 
freely allowed. But in his work from first to last, 
whether dramatic or musical, there is visible very 
little that for serious criticism. He writes. 
often successfully, for those audiences that look upon 
the theatre as a cross between the Ritz Bar and the 
Lido dance restaurant and that go to it chiefly by 
way of killing time until some supper party starts. 
His “Bitter-Sweet” will appeal to such audiences, 
but it leaves much to be desired by theatre-goers who 
know the difference between real operetta and some 
thing that pretends to be operetta merely by getting 
the orchestra to play most of the time. 
(Continued on page 29) 
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Theatre 


“Bitter-Sweet” (Ziegfeld)—Pale, stale 
Noel Coward operetta. 


—. the Magnificent” (Cort)— 
George Kelly again proves to the critical 
boys that they greatly overestimated his 


“Great Day” (Cosmopolitan) Two 


good tunes; otherwise a dull show. 


“The Nut Farm’ (Biltmore)—Terrible. 


Digest 


“A Wondertul Night” § (Majestic)— 
Elaborate production of Strauss’ excel- 
lent “Die Fledermaus.” 


“Many Waters” 


“Subw Express” (Liberty)—The 
novelty of the setting rather than the 
play is what has attracted the trade. 


(Elliott) — Too “Berkeley Square” (Lyceum)—To be 




















talents. 

“Stripped” (Ambassador)—Trash. 

“Ladies of the Jury” (Erlanger) — 
Vaudeville comicality sponsored by that 
champion of high dramatic art, La Fiske. 

“Mile. Modiste” (Casino) — Fritai 
Scheff in an enjoyable revival of one of 
Victor Herbert's best. 

“Week-End” (Golden)—An amusing 
performance of a souse by the M. O’Con- 
nell but nothing in the way of a play. 

“The Booster” (Bayes)—Awful. 

“Remote Control” (48th Street)— 
Mystery whangdoodle. 

“The Silver Tassie” (Greenwich Vil- 
lage) —Anything of Sean O’Casey's, what- 
ever its defects, is worth seeing. More on 
it next week. 

“The Channel Read” (Plymouth) 
Poor attempt to make a play out of the 
illustrious Guy's “Boule de Suif.” 





“Letty” (Assembly)—Piffling comedy. 

“Among the Married” (49th Street)— 
One of the season's outstanding comedies, 
on the verge of collapsing because of 
public indifference. 


“George White Scandals” (\pollo)— 
It will serve to pass the evening agree- 
ably. 


“Strictly Dishonorable” (A von)—Gay 
light comedy, that seems to tickle every- 
one. 


“Bird in Hand” (Barrymore)—Drink- 
water turns frisky to good effect. You'll 
like it. 


“June Moon” (Broadhurst)—The big- 


gest laugh show in several seasons. 


“it’s a Wise Child” (Belasco) —Elks’ 


Club humor, but some of it is jocose. 


“Jenny” (Booth)—Madame Cowl in a 
t 


dreadful dose of mus 


sweet for words. 

“Candie Light” (Empire)—Cheap com- 
edy suavely staged, with La Lawrence 
coyly messing up the leading réle. 

“Sketch Book” (44th Street)—An 
Ear! Carroll revue with various enter- 
taining features. 

“Ghost Parade” (Lyric)—To be com- 
mented on 

“Gambling” (Fulton)—The proficient 
G. M. Cohan, Esq., at the top of his 
acting form. 

“Karl and Anna” (Guild)—An out- 
and-out bore. 

“Sweet Adeline” (Hammerstein)— 
A musical comedy that will assuredly 

jleasure you. Kern's score is one of his 
rest. 

“Let Us Be Gav” (Little)—Light con- 


nubial comedy with amusement value. 





reviewed. 


“Street Scene” (Playhouse)—Elmer 
Rice's best effort to date. 

. 's End” (Masquc)—If you want 
a murder play, this is the one for you. 


“Scarlet Pages” (Morosco)—Rubbish. 


“Journey's End” (Miller)—All quaint 
on the western front. But it has its 
points. 

“Little Show” (Music Box)—A divert- 
ing evening awaits you. 

“The Criminal Code” (National)— 
As a play, nothing. As a production, dis- 
tinguished. 

“The House of Fear” (Republic)— 
Dismal drivel. 

“See Naples and Die” (Vanderbi!t)— 


Very dull wisecracking. 


“Carry On” (Imperial 


viewed. 


To be re- 





pre ETS SNE 











JUDGE 





























VAGABOND 2 2 
y LOVERSZ 





$1 ny 
TP oy ip 


wali! oi i) 








\ \\Nf 
NA WN 


SAWN 
B3\\ 


\\ 


“Oh—it’s Rudy Vallee!” 
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1) “MADAM” BRO. 
aa A Soft-Boiled Ballad of Mazda Lane— 
c be c ee Cc 
: OE ST eT - II } 
biel fe = = =: Se ee ee & 
: | There's a street thats known the whole world o- ver, 
Ph To the Street there came ae coun- "— mai-den, 
' ar Eb° c CH 
M ee = 
| = ——— = = eS Se 3 
* 
Men and wo-men an-swer to _ its lure; 
. With the bloom of ro-ses on her cheek; 
Dm G? f 
0 eraenerana a eee f 
a —— ——— + f—— —-— a b 
| When you're on the top, say boy, its ‘clo - ver,” wa 
. In -— no-—cence the coin that she payed in, F h 
a fb » Cc 
a ie == rs = = == - = j é 
¥ SSS SSS = & 
When your're skid-ding then youre not so sure. ) | 
| Such her fate be - fore a half a week, "| 
aad C Cc 
1 bi — = + é 
- — + + t + ——_————— ‘ 
: | Fame and for-tune is her tempt — ing “to - ken | 
| 
| . In the ways of Broad-way now she’s wise, Pal, 
: A Fy ee eae ae es F : 
= gr a2 —_ > i. = + : == = é 
| : ly +- — - w wv Py t — ee ry 
. Ma - ny try - and fail ~ te win the prize; 
| And she has her’ li-mou-sines, its true 
=... + ial 
| a= === =e 
os ite , = SS SS SS: {—-— My - 
| $2 3a Ba She don't care for all the hearts she’s bro- ken, 
; ———— Though her lips are smi- ling, it’s her eyes, Ral, 
' , 
RECITATION—Forty-second Street, Times Square, see that beggar, over flashing eyes and rolling hips, silken legs and er 
l there? Once he was like you or I, now he’s waiting just to die; watch that ure, what’s your will? You can sate it to the 
i} gamin buck and wing, for the pennies that they fling. See that cripple by the long as you can pay the check. Yes—that’s it 
iy Astor? Cripple? Don’t make me laugh, my friend, he owns houses on West of Broadway, all for her and naught for you, , 
’ End. There’s a pitchman, selling pearls, there’s a group of painted girls, through. Look at her, bedizened, pre ud, glitt’ri 
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zda Lane—By H. W. Hanemann 
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While her mil- ons lights blot out the skies aon clean blue skies): 


lell the sto- ie of that Street to _ (sad, Pal but true: 
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— way, Broad-way, won-der- ful pal, ery way, Broad- way, 
Broad-way, Broad-way, al-ways the same, Broad-way, Broad-way, 


Cain? Dm G? 


























° dome ‘ger ous ; gal; Smi - ling, she’s rea — dy to make you, 

' hers is the blame. Turn- ing their heads with her set - ting, 
== SS SSS =e == 

\ lake you at Neer and for. sake you; —_ lights, night flights, 
‘Till, its too late for re-gret- cP laws, her claws 
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for a day, Fawn-ing she yields to your sway; Then 

he -den in play, Quick as a flash to be-tray; She 
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stripped of your gold, out you fe in the cold... That’s 
takes ‘em and oon ‘em- then flot-sam and jet-sam--: That's 
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Gread- way, ‘Ma - dae Broad — way. 
Broad- way, “Ma- dam” Broad - way 
















































All those lights and 
She’s in a haze 


they all about- 
we can’t see that all that glitter and 


mn legs Gnd crimson lips, what’s your pleas- tiful and hard as stone, she’s for herself, 
( tot : anything is at your beck, as all those shows, what are 

es—that’s it pay and pay, that’s the secret and so are we, enmeshed and enchanted, 
ht for you... there’s the river when you're all that glare spell out just the one 


word—‘beware!” So watch your step— 


,» SHE DOESN’T CARE! 


proud, guitring, gaudy, brazen, loud, beau- you’re in her snare, and she doesn’t care, 
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The Press Box 


By Westbrook Pegler 


HERE is some doubt as to just who was the first 
of the night-side chaps of Broadway to bat 
his eyes in the unaccustomed glare of the 
mid-day sun and go golfing in the suburbs. My 
candidate is Mr. Leo P. Flynn, the prizefight man- 
ager, but that is merely because he was the first 
one I happened to detect with a blade in his hand, 
actually making gestures at a ball. The circum- 
stances were quite unusual. It was in Tampa, 
Florida, during the 
boom, and there was 
a tournament run 
ning at a sub-divis 
ion called Palma 
Ceia. Walter Hagen, 
Johnny Farrell, 
Joe Turnesa and 
all the better-known 
testimonial writers 
were traipsing over 
the high-priced real 
estate, and I ran my 
gaze down the list 
of entrants on the 
score-board with- 
out unusual inter- 
est until I came to 
“Leo P. Flynn, 
Grassy Sprain C, 
C., New York.” 

I had just ex- 
claimed “Can such 
things be?” when 
a match came up to 
the ninth green, and there, on the edge, forty feet 
from the cup, stood Mr. Flynn, bending over a ball 
and agitating a putter in the grim manner of a man 
playing money-ball for an adult sum. So I hur- 
ried over, intending to make a very rude remark but 
withholding it until he should have tapped his ball. 
Mr. Flynn then hit it a smart lick and it curved 
over the shoulder of a knoll and popped in for a 
birdie three. 


“Why you-—,” Mr. Flynn said, calling me an 
opprobrious name. “You thought you were going 


to kid a sucker. You didn’t know I could play this 
golf.” 

For a fact, I didn’t, and I was much surprised on 
the second day to learn that Mr. Flynn’s companion 
in this rather unconventional tournament was a man 
from the night clubs, Mr. Isham Jones, the orches- 
tra leader. He turned in a card of 82 or there- 
abouts, took about one hundred dollars of Mr. 
Flynn’s money and explained that he would have 
done better and taken more except that daylight 
hurt his eyes. 

Since that time, a great many of the boys who 
sell drams or shuffle their feet, blow musical wind 
through piccolos and saxophones or moan through 








The ex-pug who we 


small megaphones in the night clubs have adopted 
bloomer pants and stockings with tassels on them 
and gone golfing Recently, in the Metropolitan 
Amateur Championship Tournament, the night side 
accomplished something quite notable. A boy named 
Johnny Jennings won the medal round and, from 
seeing his pictures in the papers the next a.m., I 
remembered him as a song-and-dance man, em- 
ployed at a suburban road-house by night, who had 
bummed around 
Jack Dempsey’s 
training camp at 
the race track out 
side Chicago. He 
had been a sort of 
golfer then and he 
used to tool over 
the roads to Olym- 
pia Fields every so 
often in a five-thou 
sand dollar road 
ster with a quiver 
of tools clanking 
on the seat beside 
him, but you nat 
urally wouldn't 
have picked a 
hoofer employed in 
the evil atmosphere 
of a_ pretentious 
speak-easy to come 
along in the game 
to the extent that 
he has. 

Tex Rickard, toward the end of his life, spent 
much money developing a putting green adjoining 
his winter cottage at Miami Beach, but he was not 
a good golfer and he said the reason was that he 
had never played much pool. Now Mr. Flynn 
was a remarkably fine pool player and in his years 
of struggle, when his pugilists were fighting for 
fifty-dollar purses and none too many of them and 
there wasn’t much sugar in the bow] at home, many 
was the time Mr. Flynn had picked up the price of 
a ham hock for the little home nest by trimming 
a sucker at snooker down town. Mr. Rickard 
thought a pool player brought to the golf course a 
delicate touch for putting which saved half a dozen 
strokes in a round, and I believe he was right, for I 
see indoor golfers putting around the Duncan 
Course at Madison Square Garden today, covering 
the course in even twos or better, who have never 


nt in for politics. 


set foot on a tee out of doors. They poise in 
strange, acrobatic attitudes unlike any putting 
stance ever seen at a country club, but the fact re- 
mains that their putts twist over the folds and 
around the synthetic hazards and very often pop 
in the cup from the tee. I would not undertake to 

(Continued on page 32) 
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AFTER DARK 


“Hey! Can ya spare a coupla dollars for a cup o° coffee?” 
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HE week brought a nice batch of ole-timey 

movies to town, leaving no opening for the boys 

to discuss fluid rhythm, lap dissolves or any 
other technical development of the infant art. “Wel 
come Danger’ is welcome chiefly because it is slap 
stick and because Harold Lloyd is a good slapstick 
comedian. Lloyd is one of the world’s greatest box- 
office attractions. Women and children must make 
it so. Despite his sure-fire gags, he always manages 
to have a Ladies’ Home Journal decorous spirit in 
all his work. 

He is the small boy at the party who does hand 
springs. Chaplin is the outcast gamin who breaks 
the windows, steals the ice cream, and pinches the 
girls. 

The best part of Lloyd’s work in the past has been 
his action. Climbing buildings, racing a team of 
horses through traffic—his past tricks have been 
funny because active. Talk slows down “Welcome 
Danger’; and the only real laughs are in the camping 
episodes that begin the picture. They are slapstick 
and funny. 

However, once the story gets heroic it becomes 
dull. Laid in Chinatown, with Lloyd as an amateur 
policeman, the story and action are practically a dead 
steal from Buster Keaton’s “The Cameraman.” | 
recommend ““Welcome Danger” as casual, not hilari 
ous fun. 


6 Ma Return or SuHertock Howmes” is another 

good movie gone wrong with sound. The dialogue 
is so stilted and the English accent of the cast so ex- 
traordinary I think you will find it very amusing. I 
liked the thing because it holds to the old school of 
detective fiction that always litters its plot with foot 
prints, poison needles, fake mustaches and dicta- 
phones. Clive Brook is a surprisingly good character 
actor and there is some intended as well as uncon 
scious comedy in it. The ship’s concert is one of 
the best comic scenes the gurgling movies have yet 
produced. I suggest you see it if you still get 
that old kick out of hearing the villain gasp ‘“Hawk- 


shaw, the detective!’ when the hero doffs his disguise. 
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. Gsizor’s Houipay” belongs to the new tough guy 
. school of the movies. In this form of the infant 
art two fat boys with broken noses are brought in 
from the stockyards, laced up in a uniform of some 
sort, and then sent before the movie to make faces 
and curse at each other. There is always a tough 
girl and a sweet girl, and the sweet girl always melts 
the iron of the tough guys and then cools them into 
virtue by her innocence. It’s a harmless sort of pas 
time and probably much healthier than the old 
mustache hand-kissing Latin-American hero types 
that for a while menaced the characters of our bus 
boys and elevator starters. 

As a matter of fact “Sailor's Holiday” is clumsy 
and stupid. 
[Here are quite a few movies coming to town which 

I can not possibly see: (1) Those dealing with 
backstage life. (2) Those dealing with backstage life. 
I may be a dirty old shirk, but I can not gorge any 
more of that stuff. If you like it, you can’t be paying 
much attention to my advice, and if you agree with 
me, I hope you will be duly tolerant and forgiving. 
I'll still go the rounds of the talkies and even th 
little movie houses, but you can send out the word 
that Lorentz is through with the musical comedy 
movies. From now on backstage life is as the faded 
leaves in the fast approaching autumn of my life. 
And if only enough of you fellows will put your 
shoulder to the wheel and help me with this job, 
maybe we can get the movies out of the backdrops 
by Christmas. 


“42 Heaven” is a good example of the kind of 

movies that must struggle along without my 
constructive criticism in the future. I overheard a 
conversation between two office boys and discovered 
that the story concerned a boy who wrote a theme 
song which was marketed by a pure gal who later 
marries the boy. Ho-hum. They might have at least 
varied the formula and had the girl steal the boy's 
song, shoot his mother and marry the producer. Even 
then I wouldn’t like it. 








“ **—Interesting direction and 


Helen Morgan. dinary negro production. 


“Paris Bound’’—Smart dialogue and 
in excellent cast. 
“Piccadilly” If you have a chance, 


“Bulldog Drummond” —Still good 


“Fast Company” —A breezy Lardner 


story, with Jack Oakie doing a good job don't miss seeing this silent British movie. 


The Movie Guide 


“Hallelujah”—King Vidor’s extraor- 




















“Prisoners”—A dull beginning, but “Unholy Night”—Roland Young 

good conclusion to Molnar dialogue. makes it good. 
“Why Bring That Up?”—Moran and 
iret?” ‘ save . 

“Street Girl”—Crisp and pleasant Mack are still worth seeing, even in a 
musical talkie movie 

“The Lady Lies’’—A veteran cast, and “Young Nowheres”—Barthel mess in a 
a story with some real moments in it. Gentle Romance 
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IN AMERICA 








CLUB LIFE 








































































Broadwayfarers 


Head Waiters 
If not tipped or treated 
With reverence solemn, 
They'll see that you're seated 
In back of a column. 





Inge nueS 

As wholecome as a mountain 
breeze 

Are simple ingénues. 

They've never learned their 
A B Cs, | 

But know their Ps and Qs! 









Press Agents | 
They draw their ample weekly 





pay 
For thinking up sensations. 
They also draw, alackaday, 
On their imaginations! 
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Goop O_p Dawkins—Gentleman to see you, sir. —Artruur L, Lippmann 
I Know a Girl ———SSSSSSS = 
‘he thi | . | aCe. EARL BARROLLS THEATRE EARL BARROLLS THEATRE 
She thinks a hoofer shoes sth cE THRU THESE PORTALS othe cf THRU THESE PORTALS j 
horses, and that a comic is a urRe PASS THE MOST “NT an PASS THE MOST 
meteor with a tail, but she says IE BEAUTIFUL GIRLS lien BEAUTIFUL. GIRLS 
she knows all about Broadway \__IN THE WORLD_ iL IN THE WORLD | 
from what she reads in the 
papers. ; . 
When I asked her what she { ; 
thought of George White’s Sean ER | 









_ 


dals she said you had to be broad | j | , 
minded about what people in the 0 > f | ' 
show business did, and besides she } ) 
doesn’t believe a word of what the | \ | 


gossips say. She says as long j Xt | 
as he puts on a good show, what P| 
difference does it make? She says [ W—__ + — | 
she feels the same way about 


Florenz Ziegfeld’s Follies altho 
she does think a woman should be 





























a little more discreet than a man. 
We got to talking about the 

















| 
EARL BARROLL'S THEATRE| EARL BARROLLS THEATRE||= "| | 




















































beer racket and she said she : E £ , 
thought it was a shame that there ST ante be ‘or 1 otfeante THRU THESE PORTALS | 
weren't some nice places that sold EN BEAUTIFUL GIR ent PASS THE MOST 
beer without all the racket. She IN THE Woh LS BEAUTIFUL GIRLS ; 
eC i i i et. ste LD IN THE WORLD | 
says she doesn't like yodeling Ss ; =< | ' 
and all that with her beer. } 
She thinks the man who con- ! , | 
ducts the orchestra is the leading @t¢s 
man, that speakeasies are talk- } 
ing pictures, and that stage props 0 | 
hold up the scenery. ( 
She says she’s got half a mind i 
to go on the stage herself. You 
say you have half a mind? I 
asked. Yes, half a mind, she said. 























We let the matter drop there as 
there seemed nothing more to talk 


about. —Carro.tit C OLL I 
i LI ARROLI ins aaaittaaes 
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Fairy Tales 
A Broadway Biography 


what say lets all go over to 
gravs ticket agency where _ its 
nice and quiet and we can _ be 
alone and i will unravel a story 
about the white light district 
known as broadway now roger 
you stand out there in the rain 
in line and when you get to the 
counter ask for two seats for 


JUDGE 


strictly dishonorable if the show 
is still running by the time your 
turn comes and now how about 
it kids well once upon a time i 
walked into the astor hotel 
lobby and it was so empty i got 
seared and when i walked around 
times square i didnt run right 
smack into three wise cracking 
stenographers linked arm in arm 
or a coupla sheiks wearing buck- 
skin shoes and greased hair and 
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I HAVE BRIGHT’S DISEASE 
AND HE HAS MINE, SOBBED 
THE PANTING PALOOKA 








Pull in your beak, Durante, or some housewife’ll be stealing it to 


stamp cookies with. 


yo? 


chippies! 


“Does this parrot swear, my good man?” 
prattled a female poison in a pet-shop. “A little bit, mum,” par- 
ried Mr. Pickerboom, “but he never shoots crap or goes out with 
Just shot through and through with quiet wit, and 
you're probably hoping the same for the author. 


grover whalen wasnt there with 
a trafic plan and when i tried 
to cross the street nobody blew 
a whistle and had me arrested for 
j walking and the ushers in front 
of all the movie palaces said 
plenty of seats inside and the 
show will start in two minutes 
not forty five and they didnt herd 
the crowd behind ropes and the 


advertising people were giving 


away space for electric signs free 
of charge and no boys hollered 
what dya read mister or gimme 
a nickel fer a cuppa coffee and 
there wasnt an aeroplane over 
head flashing thrills and causing 
people to trip up over the vaud- 
vil teams standing on the corner 
out of work and underneath the 
main stem a lady didnt wander 
four miles before she found the 
interborough up town express and 
a lad from pelham found a shut- 
tle waiting at the platform when 
he got there and i didnt have to 
run to catch it and knock over a 
fella looking fer the down town 
b m t and everybody on the 
square looked as if they were go- 
ing places to do big things and 
not just wandering around to de 
liberately block somebody and 
stare at passers by and crack 
wise and after the theater a thou- 
sand men didnt wave canes and 
gloves and holler hey taxi taxi 
and a_ thousand  stenographers 
didnt plead to go to a night club 
and go boop boop a doop and eat 
chop suey and buy cigarette 
holders a foot long and teddy 
bears twenty dollars wide and 
now i see you little darlings are 
all splattered with mud and 
pretty well mashed up so lets all 
get off broadway and go some 
place quieter like a boiler factory 
where you can get a good nights 
rest. —Jack Civetr 


No Time to Walk 


What most commuters use 
after shaving: A fast taxi to the 
station. 


“Nobody knows the trouble 
I’ve seen,” laughed the automo- 
bile insurance adjuster as_ he 
avoided a considerable claim. 


“And I’m the guy who put the 
que in waiting,” hissed the box 
office man as he polished his nails 
behind the closed window. 






























































JUDGE 





WIG H- 


“Dear Judge, Jr.,” writes Barbara M. of Cleveland, 
O., “I am planning on a one-day pleasure rip to New 
York, and won't you please tell me how you think 
I should spend my time and money once I arrive at 
the main stem?” 

Well, Barbara, since this is a Broadway Number, 
and the editor has been heckling me all week, and 
since I may be passing through Cleveland some time, 
here goes: 

First, Barbara, I’d get up very early, turn on the 
cold shower and go back to bed until I was thor- 
oughly refreshed; then I'd leave for the Battery and 
feel my way to the beginning of Broadway (Broad- 
way rises in Gertner’s Restaurant and flows and 
flows due North). While crossing Battery Park 
I'd stop in at the Aquarium. You can neck in the 


upper balcony near the Octopi. (Most of the Octopi . 


there were captured out of capitalistic cartoons around 
the offices of The New York World.) ... Thence on 
to No. 1 Broadway, where the Mercantile Marine has 
its offices, and from there to 120 Broadway, where 
the Rockefeller vice-presidents hold conferences and 
whisper about John D. Jr.’s giving them a bad name 
by flipping nickel tips to barbers and waiters and 
nothing for the bootblack. ... I'd miss Wailing Wall 
Street—the crush of bodies lying around would be 
too depressing and there’s plenty depressing ahead. 
From Wall Street it’s only a step to the Woolworth 
Tower, which is rapidly becoming a famous jumping- 
off place for broken brokers. (They're selling para- 
chutes on the 45th floor now just in case some of the 
brokers should change their minds.) 


The Old Gray Mayor 


Forward to City Hall where you can get the keys 
to the City, if you know Jimmy Walker and can find 
him. Drop in and ask him about the last of the old 
La Guardia and tap a few wires with him, or what- 
ever else he may have around the place. Then 
grab a street car and dash on uptown till you get to 
a certain hotel near Johnny Wanamaker’s. There 
you can throw the bones around the green felt. It 
will probably cost you plenty. But what of it? You'd 
only spend it later, anyway. . . . Thence to Wana- 
maker’s which hasn’t been the same since Grover 
Whalen turned in his floorwalker’s boutonniére and 
began to play with the traffic lights. 


Little Red School 


Broadway, from Wanamaker’s to Madison Square 
Park, is very dangerous: Some one is liable:to sell 
you anything from an enlistment in the proletariat 
armies of the International World Union to a pain- 
less means of exterminating buttonhole workers. 


HAT 


| A Rubbernecking Party Along New York’s Rue de la Pay and Pay 


But by carefully picking your way around the soap- 
boxes you come finally to the Macy-Gimbel line. 
There’s nothing much to do there unless you slip over 
to Seventh Avenue and tear a few herring with the 
garment workers. But that wouldn't be shinneying 
on your own side, so stick to Broadway and you'll 
find a peach of a° Woolworth store at 35th Street. 


The, Kahn Game 


. . . Continuing on up the stem you'll soon reach the 
Metropolitan Opera.House. There you will find a 
dapper little gent standing behind a lovely white 
mustache giving away gold pieces out of money bags 
piled near him. .‘He is handing out funds for art 
foundations, and if you've got a foundation you 
don’t know what’to do with maybe he'll pass some 
out to you. Now if you can avoid the ticket specu- 
lators, Gatti-Cazz-azz-a-za-za, Al Woods and the 
Shubert boys, head-straight for Times Square. You'll 
recognize it by the thousands of acrobats and boop- 
boop-a-doops arguing on the streets. Also the cop 
on duty has feet so large they are continually getting 
in the way of traffic and tying up Forty-second 
Street... . If night has fallen you ought to wander 
around to the automat for some baked beans, thence 
on to the Roxy and, by the way, if you were looking 
for an apartment with no rent to pay just move into 
the balcony of that theatre. They'd never find you. 
Be kind to Walter Winchell should you shuffle into 
him in front of Lindy’s and maybe Walter will be 
kind to you. . . . Soon you will have reached the El 
where it crésses Broadway at 53rd Street and you 
can begin demolishing it right away if you like. 
They've threatened to do so for years. . . . Then on to 
Colymbus Circle where a quick dip in the Maine 
Memorial in your scanties will get you in the Daily 
Mirror. But that, of course, is up to you. 

Grab a hansom cab here and amble on up through 
the wealthy cloak-and-suited: environs of West End 
Avenue. You will soon pass Columbia University, 
intellectual bargain counter and den of professional 
football (even the lousy amateurs beat them). Here 
you ought to get out of the cab and dive into the sub- 
way where they'll shoot you up to Van Cortlandt 
Park. The subway is the best way to make the trip 
unless you care to make it by snowshoe and smoke 
glasses. But the likelihood if that there will be very 
little snow around and even smoked glasses won't help 
around Washington Heights. Van Cortlandt Park 
is the official end of Broadway and it is there I must 
leave you. I have a date with a blonde and a fellow 


named Gordon. : la 
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Eating Up the Prophets 
First Lion—Well, I’m going in 
the arena soon. 
Second Lion Yes, we're “here 
to day ; gone to martyr!” 
Tyson ALLEN, 
U. of Chattanooga ’31 


Success Stories: The salesman 
who went to Scotland and sold 
straw hats with earlaps. 

—Izzy Kissen, 
Long Island U,. ’32 

And then there’s Palpitating 
Patty, who, having gone out with 
a poet the other night, is ready to 
amend the old saw to: Poets may 
be born, but they can be made too. 

—KenNetTH Funk, 
Stanford "29 


On the eve of their execution 
an Irishman, a Scotchman and a 
Jew were asked if they would like 
any special delicacy. The Irish- 
man voted for Irish stew, the 
Scotchman for a bottle of whiskey 
and the Jew fancied strawberries 
and cream. 

“But,” protested the warden, 
“strawberries are not in season.” 

“Vell,” retorted the Jew, “I 
can yvait.” 

—ArtruurR SETTEL, 
Long Island U, ’32 





a ee 


“But, Officer, you can’t hold 
me for this—I’m insane!” 
—FrRANKLIN N. BeEAven, 


Wabash ’29 


Annabelle thinks lobbyists are 
those people who are always wait- 
ing in line to get into Roxy’s. 

—ArtTuHUR SILVERBLATT, 
Harvard ’30 


“T will tell you something 
That you ought to know. 
To become a musician, 
Don’t lose your tempo!” 
Tyson ALLEN, 
U. of Chattanooga ’31 





Mad About Her 


I was eating a rosy-red apple one 


night, 


When up stepped a sweet little 


critter, 
And said in the softest voice: 
“Gimme a bite,” 


Good Gawd, you should see 


how I bit her! 
—Tuomas EF. Burke, 
Columbia 730 


Stern Parent—What do all 
these 30’s on your report card 
mean? 

Son—Oh, the Economics prot 
plays the stock market, and lhe 
split three for one when my mark 
got up to ninety. 

—ArtTuur SILVERBLATT, 

Harvard 730 


Then there was the Scotchman 
who found a package of corn 
plasters and bought a pair of 
tight shoes. 

—Bos De Haven, 
U. of Wise, *.29 


He—Oh! That's my _ foot; 
please get off. 

The strap hanger Why don’t 
you put your foot where it be- 
longs. 

He—Don't tempt me, madam. 

—Tip Mar, 
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Towt An Pp tyorn 


“Who made this awful litter?” cried the King. 
—Rowtanp Lyon, George Washington U. ’29 
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$14,000 Bridae ntest, together 
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395 
A 94 
Mr. Lenz’ Bidding Mr. Lenz’ Bidding 
OUTH WEST NORTH EAST SOUTH WEST NORTH EAST 
| No T. | Double | Pass | Pass |1 Dia. | Pass |1 No T. | Pass | 
- |__| 
Redouble | Pass 2 Clubs! 2 Dia. | 2 Hearts Pass | Pass 3 Clubs | 
Pass 2 No T. Pass Pass | 3 Dia. Pass | 3 Hearts Pass 
2 bole ————_ | ——_ |_—_ 
Pass } | Pass Pass 








(Mazimum score 13 points) 
With support for both major suits 
West 
has a sound double over the conven- 


tional No Trump bid by South. East 


and proper high-card values, 


holds just the sort of hand to pass 


the partner's informatory double. 


Nothing better can be hoped for than 


playing this deal at 100 points 
penalty for each undertrick. South 


is aware that he is wedged in between 
two strong hands and holds ideal dis- 
tribution for an S. O. S. redouble. His 
action cannot be misconstrued, as he 
would be foolish to reopen the auc- 
North must 


bid the Clubs and East has the choice 


tion, except for a rescue. 


of bidding the Diamonds or passing 
n the hope that partner can double 
the Club contract. It is a hair-line 
decision, but the hand is too strong 
uN rely up to West. 
East's bid, West is 


| of game at No 


prac- 





(Maximum score 14 points ) 


The opening bid again presents the 


| situation of making a choice with two 


| cast that the adversaries may have | 


biddable suits. The longer suit is 
usually given the preference. North’s 
No Trump is the logical response, but 
East should not warn the enemy of 
danger by bidding the Clubs. Time 
enough to do this if they get into one 
of the major suits. 

South, knowing the No Trump is 
apt to be predicated on the original 
minor suit bid, should show the 
Hearts. If North can hid two No 
Trumps, South will not disturb it. 
Now East is forced to disclose the 
Club strength and South rebids the 
Diamonds, as his partner can go back 
to Hearts without 
tract. 


raising the con- 


It seems that East might have ven- 
tured to four Clubs, but a peculiar 
feature of the bidding tends to fore- 


dificulty in making their contract. 
East, with no Hearts in his hand, and 
after South’s secondary Heart bid 
has been supported by his partner. 
marks West with probably hold- 
ing five Hearts. Had South bid 
the Hearts originally, then East 


should have gone on with the Clubs. 





| 


| 
| 
| 
| 














Announcement of 


DRIZE 


WINNERS 


in the Lenz Bridge Contest 
will be delayed. 


Solutions of the last problems 


in the contest are to be pub- 


lished next week. 


Announcement 


was made 


that prize winners would be 


named in a November issue. 


It will not be possible to do 
this: but in the issue of No- 


vember 


30th we will an- 


nounce the December issue 


or issues to contain the list of 


successful contestants. 





Not only was our task made 


large by the many thousands 


from all over the world who 


entered 


many contestants elected to 


the contest. 


but so 


send in all their solutions to- 


gether just prior to Septem- 


ber 30th, we have been over- 


whelmed 
mail. 


A further cause 
the extreme care 
we are recording 


and scoring. To avoid error 


with the 


contest 


of delay is 
with which 
the bidding 


every solution of every prob- 


lem is being double-checked 


by experts and all 


records 


are being double-checked by 
a highly efficient staff. 


The work is being completed 


by intensive effort both day 


and night. 


We feel sure that contestants 
will indulge Mr. Lenz and 


Jupce in this brief delay. 


JUDGE 


PUBLISHING 


co. 


INC. 
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IN THE HEART 
OF THE LOOP 











1700 ROOMS 
SINGLE ROOM WITH BATH 
$259, DAY 


DOUBLE ROOM WITH BATH 
640° PER DAY AND UP 


@ANDOLPH- LAKE - CLARK - LASALLE STREETS 


GHICAGO | 


NEW GARAGE 
NOW OPEN 


ORIVE YOUR CAR 
RIGHT INTO 


HOTEL 
SHERMAN 








POISE 


...not avoirdupois : 


Develop a pleasing personality 
--.as you drop those hateful ex- 
cess pounds!,,."t’s all very easy, 
this reducing process...with a 
Graybar Stimulator! ... Simplic ity 
of construction. Varying grada- 
tions of massage. And lots of 
other interesting features... Mail 
the coupon nou ! 


P. S. Men! You'll like the Stimulator, too. 


Gra ybaR. 





Graybar Electric Co.,Graybar Bldg., New York,N.Y. J3 


Tell me more about the Stimulator! 
Name 


Address ... 
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“CL, 2) 


a Lo ArSV1lle Plye r 
Za entered before the other horses dot 
2 « 
, j started Zip i$ propeller driven, pusher 
_ type, capable of 340 miles per hour. He 
runs 30 mies on a gallon of oats 


won eve ry race 


= ——= —=_——— 
| 
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; } | LAMMZXOPOTOPTL PTLVTL. 
| 
; pee i is the name of a wen on an angle worm: | 
: : { €ar. A 
oe nydo The 7 VVC 
Al 10n20 Skopt Jr. Bowls g 
Martha Whiskbroom went Green, Ind. swallowed 


Toy balloon and wd 


over _— Falls in a \ 


barrel ecember 3 i866. ~ af) : upin The ow 

nT \ (‘= fey for Seventeen 
Half way to the bottom she uit \ ’ or $ ‘ 
changed her mind and ow i \ re ae anne 


said it couldnt be done. 
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Actor—I would like an advance “It is distinctly gratifying to 
on my salary. reflect that our womenfolk. still 

Manager—What for? devote their whole lives to th 

Actor—To buy a collar. happiness and comfort of their 

Manager—You don't need one — husbands,” remarks a writer. A 
—we are playing “Hamlet” to translation from the German, ws 
day. suppose. 

Nacets Lusrige Wetr. Passinc Snow 





~_ 


Santa Starts His CHRISTMAS “SHAPING” EARLY; or, one of the advantages 
of owning a Graybar Stimulator, 


(AprT.) 
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You get 


better values, 
whatever 
type of room 
you prefer 


@t@ece 


HOTEL 
STATLER 


and 
you have 


RADIO IN 
EVERY ROOM 


» +. and more for your 
money, always: radio 
when you throw a switch 
—ice-water when you 
press a valve—the morn- 
ing paper under your door 
—a good library at your 
disposal—a reading lamp 
at your bed-head— your 
own private bath—all 
these things, whatever the 
price of your room, at 
no added cost. 





Restaurants, from lunch- 
counter or cafeteria to 
formal, a la carte dining 
rooms, in each hotel. 


Fixed rates are posted in 
every Statler room. 
there are 
Statlers in 
Boston 
Buffalo 
Cleveland 
Detroit 

St. Louis 


New York 
{Hotel Pennsylvania) 





Judging the Shows 
(Continued from page 14) 


A stin' Parker’s “Week-End”’ 
- and Maurice Clark’s “But 
ton, Button” are already dead 
on their feet. The first named 
is a comedy dealing with a group 
of Americans living in France 
and with the boozing and_ phi 
landering conventionally associ 
ated in the fiction magazines 
with such expatriates. The regu 
lation allusions to Zelli’s, hang 
overs, pick me-ups, places of as 
signation and anatomical whoopee 
fall into place with mechanical 
precision and the exhibit in the 
aggregate takes on the air of hav 
ing been written by an QOuija 
board manipulated by a company 
consisting of Michael Arlen, Basil 
Woon, one of Frederick Lons 
dale’s children and the author of 
‘The Bartender’s Guide.” The 
performance of that droll come 
dian, Hugh O'Connell, in the 
role of a stew, is the one redeem 
ing feature of the evening. 

“Button, Button” is the vener- 
able one about the lunatic who 
proves to be the only relatively 
sane person in a group of pre 
sumably normal human_ beings. 
The fable is constantly with us. 
From Sam Mann’s old vaudeville 
sketch to Fulton Oursler’s “Be 
hold This Dreamer,” revealed 
last year, the local stage hasn't 
been without it at least once a 
seanson for a decade or more. The 
present author has done nothing 
new with it, although several of 
the lines he has injected into it 
are sufficiently jocular. The play 
as a whole is poor. Lynn Over 
man is as amusing as the role of 
the loon permits him to be; Ali 
son Skipworth brings her experi 
ence to a role that doesn’t merit 
her efforts; and a young recruit 
from the movies, Shirley O'Hara, 
provides not only an agreeable 
performance, but a very welcome 
ocular stimulation as well. 

x “ * 


ppavine laid aside “Mrs. Bump- 
stead-Leigh,”’ Mrs. Fiske 
now elects as her vehicle. still 
another farce, “Ladies of the 
Jury, the work of Frederick 
Ballard. It is apparent that, 
after her disastrous adventure 
with Ibsen, La Fiske cares to take 
no more chances at her age with 
dramatic art and — shrewdly 


chooses to devote herself to low 
comedy sure-fire hokum. The 
Ballard piece provides her with 
a sufficient slapstick to make the 
necessary noise on the box-office 
window. 

































































For that 


COLD-WATER 


Shave. . 


HEN you have to shave in 
Wor water, here’s a trick a 
lot of tough-bearded men are 
grateful to know about: 

Cold water doesn’t soften the 
beard very well. Keep a bottle of 
Hinds Cream with your shaving 
kit. Rub it into your beard for a 
few seconds, then lather right 
over it. Whether your beard is 
hard-boiled or gentle— the differ- 
ence in your shave is amazing 

warm or cold water. 

If the family bottle isn’t handy, 


use the coupon below. 


HINDS CREAM 


$5. PAT OFF 


Before and After Shaving 


: © L. & F., 1929 














LEHN & FINK, INC. 


ay Sole Distributors 
/ 3] De pt. 1099 








| HINDS | Bloomfield, N. J. 
CREAM }) Please send me a sample bottle 
/ | of Hinds Honey & Almond 
_ } Cream, I want a smooth, quick 
shave. 
vemntn Anca —s (Print name and address) 


Name 


Address 


This coupon not good after February, 1930 


Lehn & Fink (Canada) Limited, 9 Davies Ave., Toronto 8 
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JUDGE'S 
CROSS -WORD 
PUZZLE BOO 


h irtoonist, Briggs, and the 
tive over lesigned } Ruth ij 
k ers There are hum is title 


clever captions on every page. 


Order Your Copy Now! 


. You'll never have so much fun 


iny laughs anywhere for $1.50 


JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., Inc. 
18 East 48th Street 
New York, N. Y. 


De - 
Please send mé 
( Word Puz k, 
for whi I « ose 
Name 
Ad 
City State 





K 


e tl 6 )} ous! 
tions I ld ke Noa 
c i r I g r I r 
f of Jur the g } 
I zles = « t s 
best <« V 1 puzzles that have 
peared in JupGeE. 
And when yur self-control forsakes 
d you just can't stand the suspet 
ou can turn to the back 
book, break the seal and compare yc 
Ss th the correct ones 


or get 








BOYS & 
GIRLS 


Write for 50 Sets St. 


Nicholas Christmas Seals. Sel! fox 
» set. When sold send us $3.00 and keep $2.00. No Work— 
just Fun, St. Nicholas Seal Ce., Dept. 169-J, Brooklyn, N.Y. 


Earn Xmas Money 








Neat nails at nine can’t excuse un- 
tidy ones at noon. Keep them 
always right with Gem, the compact 
pocket manicure. Used anywhere; 
any time, to clean, trim and file. 
Gem 50c (slips in pocket or purse), 
Gem dr., 35¢ (attaches to watch 


chain 4 Pa ring) 
H. C. COOK CO. 
Ansonia, Conn. 


Gem Ciipp 

















Acid In Your System? 


Get rid of it 
Drink 
GRANDE SOURCE 


MORRIS & SCHRADE 





VITTEL WATER 


8 BARCLAY ST., 
NEW YORK 








Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 130 
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itted by Catherine MacMillan, Chicago, Ill. 
Horizontal 
4 politician's buy-word. (plur.) 


tapid travelers of the air 


4 man usually does this after he winds tt 


This describes a shiny nose 
This is a smal 


What 
4 press agent 


proviso. 
a cheerful liver gives 
This is a hot or 
Toward 

Save this for a rainy day 

Estab! ished 


Had knowledge if the back- f 
decide other wise.) 


t driver doesn't 


This is a very small matte: 
Only two! tiers for the edicor to-duy 


This is bad for the digestion 


What a good wife does for her husband 
This comes high in Chicago 
What they did when “‘the gang wa there.” 


What the heck did they care? 


What the circus used to do to the smal! boy 
Cuckoo! 

This isa tight pot 

At night these silently steal away 


What the professor had when he tried the bed-post 
to see if it was in neutral 

This one is a hanger-on. 

The western half of Asia. 

What Mr. Gann missed in Washington. 

This one is in favor. 

Near 

A gas consumer. 

Figuratively speaking this is a matter of form 

What cigarettes will do to women 


This is good for the whoopee cough. ( Hic-hic.) 

The way the neighbors keep their radio. 

What intelligent people do to “Judge” every 
week. 

Bolsheviki. 


A lazy sluggish fellow with only 3 toes and one i. 


What the ambitious young man may do when he 


seeks a new position. 


A brilliant crimson aniline dye. 


Agood thing to put in the tub before taking a bath. 


Pertaining to fast time in Chicago. 
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Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed. 


Vertical 


\ facial make-up 
\ disproof 


Same as No. 52 Horizontal. 
What a woman wil! do when she lies with her eves 
closed. 


his is a good thing to take in your automobile 

This is what the ads on the road do. 

The kind of a chicken a butter and egg man usually 
takes in a night club 

If you want to get fat, try this. 

Here is some trouble for you. 

The only thing they didn't pack, before taking a 
trip. 

This wit! have to be repeated several times to 
make some people laugh. 

This is what Dad did on his first day in college 

Sh! This was done in dark cellars long, long ag« 

This plays around the beaches and made quite 
splash at Miami last winter 

Beautiful but dumb. 

This is what they do when they make 
4 Green River. 


a 


whoop 


These are always going around in taxis. 
4 grasslike herb 

This one wrote ‘ 
begins with F 

This denotes a female is in possession. 

What some people will do all day to lure some 
poor fish. 

A collegiate town in New York State. 

If you do this you are apt to make wrinkles. 

This is what a boy who does not like to go to 
school, becomes. 

You may get stuck with this one. 

This is the kind of a car you will have next year 

This will put a stop to almost anything. 

To surfeit. 

This one likes spats with Oxfords. 
don't you k now!) 

This is small and not hard to beat. (plur.) 

= might do this if you want some change 
Producers who try to put on the dog will probably 
hear this about them. 

This is where they get the pitch in open air con- 
certs. 

This is what Al Capone seems to have up his sleeve. 

The kind of a skin a woman likes. 

This is the limit. 

A good thing to take before breakfast. (And you 
don't have to go out 12 miles to get it.) 

A few like this could make quite a little change in 
Japan. 

These two characters make a company of their 
own. 

No tresspassing. (abbr.) 


The Show Boat.” Her last name 


(Quite English, 
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Radio Selections 
ll time given is Eastern Standard Time 
Thursday, November 14 
9:30— Maxwell House Melodies. \\JZ, WKZ, WBZ\, 
WBAL, WHAM, KDKA, WJR, WLW, KSD 
WDAF, KSTP, WTMJ, WEBC, WHAS, WBAP, 
WSM, WMC, WBT, KPRC, KOA, WHO, WOW 
WJAX, WRVA, WSB, KYW Light musie and 
a vivid dramatization of some historic episode 
12:00—Guy Lombardo and His Royal Canadians. 
WABC,. Slow, sweet dance music. 


Friday, November 15 
10:00—Ptanters Pickers. WEAF, WTIC, WJAR, WTAG, 
WCSH, WLIT WRC, WGY, WGR, WCAI 
WFJC, WWJ, WSAI, WLS, KSD, WOW, WDAI 


Halle h Singers, quartet and dance orchestr 


Saturday, November 16 

9:30—Gillette Program. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WBAI 
WHAM, KDKA, WJR, WLW, KWK, WREN 
presents light music and solos. 

10:00-—B. A. Rolfe and His Lucky Strike Orchestra. 
WEAF, WEEI, WJAR, WTAG, WCSH, WEI 
WRC, WGY, WGR, WCAE, WWJ, WGN 
KSD, WHO, WOW WDAI WIOD, KSTP 
WTMJ, WSMB, WJAX, WHAS, WMC, WSB 
WBT, WBAP, PR WOAI, WKY, WAPI 
KGW, WSAIL, C, KOA, KSL, KPO, KGO, 
KFI, KOMO, KHQ, WEBC. Stay home and dance 

Sunday, November 17 

8:30—Sonatron Program. WAKC, WCAL, WEAN, 
WFBL, WCAO, WJAS, WADC, WKRC, WOWO 
KMOX, KMBC, KOIL, WHK, WLBW, WMAL 
KLZ, KDYL, WBBM, WNAC, WGHP, WMAK 
WSPD, WCCO, WFBM, KFRC, KHJ, KOIN, 
KVI,_KFPY. Popular and semi-popular musi 
by Wayne King and his orchestra 

9:15 —Atwater Kent, Concert. WIEAP, WEEI, WRC, 
WGY, WGR, WCAI WTAM KFI Www 
WSAI, WGN, KSD, WOW, KSTP, KOA, KsI 
KPO, KGO, KGW, KOMO, KHQ, WSM, WFI 
WMC, WSB, WFAA, KPRC, WOAI, WKY 
WSMB, WOC. Well-known operatic and concert 
luminaries assisted by an orchestra under the di- 
rect of Josef Pasternack 

11:15—Russian Cathedral Choir. WEAF, WJAX, 
KOA, WWJ, WOW, WBAP, WOC. Folk songs 
sung by a well-trained group of native singers, 

Monday, November 18 

8:30-—CeCo Couriers. WABC, WCAU, WNAC 
WEAN, WFBL, WMAK, WCAO, WJAS, WAD6 
WKRC, WGHP, WMAQ. KMOX, KMBC, KOIL, 
WHK, WLBW, WMAL, WCCO, WSPD, WFBM 
Light music and—best of all—a dialect specialty 
by Henry Burbig. 

10:00 —Marmon-Roosevelt Hour. WOR, WLW 
WBBM. Historic incidents in the life of Roose- 


velt. 


Tuesday, November 19 
9:30—Dutch Masters Minstrels. WJZ, WBZ, WBZ\, 
WBAL, WHAM, KDKA, KYW, KWK, WREN, 
WJR, WTMJ. A real old-fashioned minstrel 


show 
10:00—Williams Oilomatics. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA 
WBAL, WHAM, KDKA, KWK, WREN, WGN. 
Smooth dance music, 
Wednesday, N ber 20 
7:30—Kellogg Hour, WOR. Alexander Woollcott 


us the “Town Crier” gives news about New York 





Town 

8:00—Mid-Pacific. WOR. South Sea music and 
songs 

9:30-—Paimolive Hour. WEAF, WEEI, WTIC 
WJAR, WTAG, WCSH, WLIT, WRC, WGY 
WGR, WCAE, WTAM, WWJ, WSAI, WGN 
KSD, WOC, WOW, WDAF, WSMB, KSTP 
WTMJ, WHAS, WSM, WMC, WSB, WBT, 
WJAX, KVOO, KPRC, WOAIL, KOA, KSL, KPO 
KGO, KFI, KGW, KOMO, KHQ, WFAA. Musi 
to suit everyone presented by a large and ver- 
atile group of entertainers. 

erlin The Second. 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
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True Stories 


sare sy JUDGE 


The Secrets 


of 
Sex and Love 


Explained in 
Simple Language 
Also 
SPORTS ---- By Pegler 
SHOWS - - - - By Nathan 
BRIDGE -.--- By Lenz 
MOVIES - - - By Lorentz 
BOOKS .. .- - - By Shane 


and 
LOVE - By a Dozen Experts 


NEXT THURSDAY AT ALL 
NEWSSTANDS - - 15c 
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The Magical Coupon 


Do you yearn for boundless wealth ? 
Simply clip the coupon! 
For a speedy route to health 
Simply clip the coupon! 

Would you Samson's strength were thine? 
Would you scintillate and shine? 
Right below the dotted line 
Simply clip the coupon! 


Earn ten thousand bucks a year 
Simply clip the coupon! 
Ranish doubt and foolish fear 
Simply clip the coupon! 
Would you join the Favored Few? 
Would you make your dreams come true? 
Inything is yours if you 


Simply clip the coupon! 


| Judge Publishing Co., Inc. 
18 East 48th Street 
| New York, N. Y. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Please send me Judee for 
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The Press Box 


(Continued from page 19) 


name and rate the night-side 
chaps who have been risking sun 
blindness to play grim golf for 
revenue, always mindful of their 
handicaps, on the outlying acre 
age of New York these last few 
years. Mr. Jack Kearns, late 
genius of the Dempsey adminis 
tration, a much-traveled man of 
nocturnal tastes, fell in with some 
professional teacher on one of his 
tours and came back to Broadway 
witha sub-ninety game toinflict loss 
and confusion on several members 
of his set before they came to and 
decided to readjust handicaps. 

I am told that Lew Clayton of 
the night-club shouting, bawling 
and hollering act of Clayton, 
Durante and Jackson, contrives 
to blink his way around a cham 
pionship course, wearing smoked 
glasses against the glare of broad 
day in eighty-some cuts, and there 
was a heavyweight prizefighter 
around until recently, fighting 
generally in the semi-finals of 
Rickard’s major productions, who 
would have ranked higher, al- 
though he would have earned 
much less, as a_ professional 
golfer. This was Johnny Grosso, 
a boy who had been a caddy for 
some years. His manager, Uncle 
Will Gibson, after thirty years 
of book-making, saloon-keeping 
and prizefight promotion, was so 
fascinated by the flight of his own 
first shot on a golf course that he 
moved to a club in Westchester 
County and lived there five years 
to have the first tee and the nine- 
teenth hole handy to his door. 

Mr. Flynn learned his golf at 
much less expense. He bought 
his tools at a pawnshop and began 
playing on the public course at 
Van Cortlandt Park, always con- 
voyed by the same caddy, a boy 
who could play around in eighty- 
five. Mr. Flynn paid the boy ten 
cents a hole for instruction pro- 
vided he made the hole in par or 
better. In six months he shot an 
eighty and in a final round over 
the old instruction ground he won 
back more than the cost of his 
tuition, defeating his instructor 
in match play at a dollar a hole. 

Billy Wallace, the courtly 
young lightweight prizetighter, 
shot a round of 75 on a stretch 
of rough pasture at Speculator, 
New York, and killed a lark on 
the wing with one of his tee shots 
before witnesses. Dave Shade, 


as his fighting falls off, has more 
leisure and zest for golf and 
shoots an occasional eighty. Will 
Duffy, directing boss and mod- 
erator at one of the liveliest night- 
blooming play-rooms in town, and 
Jack White, another sun-dodger 
who hadn't seen the light of day 
for years, both have been footing 
it over pastoral scenes, constantly 
startled by cows, crows and other 
unfamiliar wild life. 

The boys of the night side 
seem to have this golf game yell- 
ing Uncle. Their scores run re- 
markably low, and no doubt there 
was smart observation in what 
Mr. Rickard said about the sensi- 
tive touch for golf that a chap de- 
velops after years of practise 
banking the nine-ball into the 
corner pocket. 


President Angell urges the 
students not to spend their week- 
ends away from New Haven. 
Hold ’em, Yale! 


—Tue New Yorker 


Nothing has been heard of the 
Arabs for some time and perhaps 
they have decided just to sue. 

—N. Y. Evenine Post 

















Ingenue Wanted 
(Continued from page 11) 


richly paneled office next day, 
and a few minutes later Brum- 
berg greeted her cordially. 

“IT have read Mr. Fleming's 
play,” he said in his broken Yid- 
dish. “I think it has splendid pos 
sibilities. Would you care to play 
the principal réle?”’ 

Would she care? Piroshka’s 
heart leaped with excitement. Mr. 
Brumberg drew a contract from 
his desk. As Piroshka read the 
salary, “$2000 a week,” tears 
came to her eyes. But what was 
Mr. Brumberg doing? He had 
risen from his chair and had slip- 
ped an arm around her waist. 

“Piroshka,” he muttered 
hoarsely. “You little witeh—” 
But already she had struggled to 
her feet and was facing him with 
blazing eyes. 

“Leave go of me, you beast,” 
she said icily. “If that is the price 
at which I must court fame, I pre- 
fer obscurity and my good name.” 
She moved swiftly to the door, 
but Brumberg was there before 
her and had slipped the key into 
his pocket. Seizing her roughly 
he printed passionate kisses on 
her averted face. Piroshka was 
about to scream for help when the 
door flew in with a crash and Ted 
Fleming, his fists doubled, threw 
Brumberg to the floor with a well 
directed blow in the solar plexus. 

“I followed you here expecting 
something of this sort,’ panted 
Ted. ‘“Was—was I in time?” 

~~ replied she. “He is a 
cad and we had best leave before 
further trouble ensues.” They 
were at the door when Brum- 
berg’s voice stopped them. 

“Vait, children,” he intervened. 
“TIT haf found out vat I vanted 
to know. Miss DuBarry iss de 
girl for de part. Miss DuBarry. 
you haf talent and old Brumberg 
vill make your reputation.” 

So he had only been play-act- 
ing! Piroshka laughed good-na- 
turedly as she realized that she 
had been deceived by the shrewd 
old entrepreneur. The contracts 
were quickly signed and Ted and 
Piroshka exultantly left the of- 
fice. As they came out onto the 
glowing pavement of Broadway, 
with its fairyland of electric signs 
flashing above them, Ted’s voice 
was tender and there was a new 
promise in Piroshka’s eyes. Youth 
had won its battle and the high 
road of fortune lay before them. 
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Lincoln Highway 
ec . 

passes through that section of the 
mus by Buffa 

Bill, the Prairie Schoo 

Pony Express. It ist 


transcontinental route 


West made fame 
ners and 
he shortest 
between 
Vew York and San Francisc« 
ve” Main Street”’ of the U. S. A 
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or devout missionaries— now mile upon mile of magnificent 


highways. 


ence of the tourist has been provided. 


garages and service facilities 


Modern hotels, 


Everything contributing to the comfort and conveni- 


Camps; 


at convenient intervals everywhere 


along these smooth broad routes. The Texas Company, more than 


any other single oil company, has kept step with this movement. 





‘Atlantic Highway 
extends from the rockbound coast 
of Maine down to 

fringed playgrounds « 


the palm 
{ Florida. 
A route known yesterday for 
Indians, Witchcraft and Bunker 
Hill —today connecting New 
England, the White House and 
Palm Beach, 


Most of our great national high- 
ways are Texaco Trails. Texaco 
Service Stations are minutes 
ahead in populous sections. Even 
when the trail crosses wilderness 
you are never more than an 
hour from a Texaco Pump. The 
new and better Texaco Gasoline 
and Texaco Golden Motor Oil 
are sold in all of our 48 States. 
THE TEXAS COMPANY 
TEXACO PETROLEUM PRODUCTS 








Old Spanisp ‘trail 


unfurls a romantic picture 


quaint Spanish-American vil 
lages and cattle prairies. Its wind- 
ing course from St. Augustine to 
San Diego recalls brilliant pages 
of history Ponce de Leon, 
De Soto and Davy Crockett, 


Great National Htighways are 
TEXACO TRAILS 


m One ‘e the trail of prairie sc hooners, swashbuc kling adventurers 





Pacific ‘Routes 


A magnificent panorama of silver 
bays, snow 


capped mountains 
and giant forests, extending from 
the borders of Canada to Mexico 

the land of Bret Harte, the 
Forty Niners and the early Span 


ish missionaries 


|\TEXACO GASOLINE MOTOR OJUL 
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AN ANCIENT PREJUDICE 
HAS BEEN REMOVED 
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AMERICAN INTELLI- 
GENCE beckons ai! to 
cultivate knowledge. Tyr- 
anny, intolerance and 
poverty wither as schools 
grow in this great land of 
opportunity. 
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“TOASTING DID IT”— 


Gone is that ancient prejudice against cigarettes 
— Progress has been made. We removed the preju- 
dice against cigarettes when we removed from 
the tobaccos harmful corrosive ACRIDS (pungent 
irritants) present in cigarettes manufactured in 
the old-fashighed way. Thus ‘‘TOASTING”’ has 
destroyed that ancient prejudice against cigarette 
smoking by men and by women. 


“It’s toasted” 


No Throat Irritation-No Cough. 


© 1929, The American Tobacco Co.. Manvfacturers 
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